THE   LIFE    OF   HORACE   WALPOLE
They brought in the death-warrant at his dinner.    Hij
fainted.    He said, c Lieutenant, with your damned w;
you have spoiled my lady's stomach/ . . .    It will be di
to make you believe to what heights of affectation or ex-
gance my Lady Townshend carries her passion for my
Kilmarnock, whom she never saw but at the bar of his
and was smitten with his falling shoulders.    She has
under his windows ;   sends messages to him;   has gc
dog and his snuff-box;  has taken lodgings out of tow
to-morrow and Monday night, and then goes to Greene
forswears conversing with the bloody English, and has
a French master.    She insisted on Lord Hervey's pron
her he would not sleep a whole night for my Lord Ki
nock, 'and in return/ says she, c never trust tne mor<
am not as yellow as a jonquil for him/    She said gr
t'other day, * Since I saw my Lord Kilmarnock, I really
no more of Sir Harry Nisbett than if there were no
man in the world/    But of all her flights, yesterday wa
strongest.    George Selwyn dined with her, and not thii
of her affliction so serious as she pretends, talked r
jokingly of the execution.    She burst into a flood of
and rage; told him she now believed all his father and m-
had said of him ; and with a thousand other reproaches
upstairs.   George coolly took Mrs. Dorcas, her woman,
made her sit down to finish the bottle:   c And pray,
said Dorcas, c do you think my lady will be prevailed i
to let me go and see the execution ?    I have a friend
has promised to take care of me, and I can lie in the X
the night before/ "
August 21. "I came from town the day after the es
tion of the rebel Lords : I was not* at it, but had two pel
come to me directly who were at the next house to
scaffold : and I saw another who was upon it, so that you
depend on my accounts.
Just before they came out of the Tower, Lord Balme